


Dear Mre. Rooeevelt:

A kind mct of President Roosevelt's changed my
entire lifel And I have written a short story about
the changes that were wrought in my life as a result
from thie kind act of hie and about & dream T had about
the President on V-E Day. I would léke to have it
published, not particularly for the small amount of
wonsy I would receive, but rather, I feel thet it
would counteract some of the etories that have been
written about himl

I would not coneider publishing thie, unless it
wae agreeable with you. I am enclosing & copy of
the memorial I wrote on the anniversary of the sacond
year of hie death. This will show how I fesl about
bim. If you would like to read the story, I would be
glad to eend a copy of it to you.

Would you be good encugh to express bhow you,
perecnally, feel about this matter? I will atbide by
your wishes.

Thanking you in advance for your kindness and
hoping thie finds you in good health, I remaln,

Sincerely,

Dorot ick
7321 Holtcanp Bt.
Houston, Ti:ll-l

P S, "

& 5 = S olay o -..ﬂu-..g qqul"; ...' -.-'?/f
A wlen,

r}!,. s f '}-"'J"‘— -|-.-1_|..ﬂ4|f'.n o -’ff_A_.L

ot -"-"I'F-‘“'—I-"ﬂ':ﬁfh-r Cﬂi -r'fl'_l ALl g (’ s »
YR B B S S R




W
: '
j
\

regusls e ploasairesaf syour comfiarsy

MMJM
,&W@M
Mo Ttk Butls Sowens

e e ————————

it
















@ Matter of. Opinion i

Time has dulled the edge, but Amerlcans
probably will never agaln experience the mass
emotlon that marked the day two years ago
tomorrow, The day, ol course, was April 13,
1845, when Franklln D. Roosevelt died.

At the tme some were untouched by the

resident’s death. More loday would deny

ey were, But certainly most of us will long
remember where wo were and exactly what
we were doing when the news came.
- LI

It was a blistering day In New Guinea.
The sun had broken through the haze early
in the morning and the atmosphere was stl-
fling in the radio studio where I was record-
Ing news from San Francisco. Suddenly the
announcer's volee was stilled, Audible whis-
pers could be heard In the California studio.
Then, Lhe anncuncer came back. His wolce
broke.

“Here & a bulletln,' ke sald. “"The White
House has just announced that President
Franklin I Reosevelt has just died of cere-
bral hemorrhage.™

I will not describe my own reaction. I
walked out of the studio, over to the “old
man's" tent and told him the news.

“Are you sure? he asked.

“Yes,” 1 sald, "I'm sure.”" I walked back
to the studio, cut in on the program and read
the bulletin,

The cffect was almost Immediate. Our two
telephones rang simultanesously, Was It true?
Was It true? Was it true?

Yes, It was true, We fed out additional
news &5 [ast as It was received, both by radio
and telephone. No one belleved [t or wanted
to belleve L.

Scon a crowd of soldiers began Eathering
around the studle. They came from all cor-
ners of the base. They came by truck, by
Jeep, and by foot—both officers and enlisted
maen.

Was It true? they asked. Yes, It was true.
But they couldn't be assured. They sat around
on the coral rock hill In the hot sun, smoking
and looking over the blue sea. They apoke
little. Now and then they would walk over
to the outdoor bulletln board and read the

messages they had read over and over agaln.
Then they went back and sat down,

It was sirange lo ste wo many men experi-
encing a common emotion. They had been In
the army a long time where personal ematlon
of any kind is commaonly scorned. They jeered
patriotle  demonsirations In movies; they
hooted at any kind of emotional display, Yet
now they were almost unlversally distraught
over the death of & man few of them had ever
seen except in the newsreels,

Time and again we heard them say: "1
wouldn't have felt any worse If It had been
my father." y

That attitude, of course, ls frowned upon In
& democracy, but I believe most of them felt
that way., Most of them were young and had
never known any other president, and they
looked on him with much the same regard as
they gid their fathers. Perhaps It was wrong.
Nevertheless, It was true.

There was little work done on the base that
day or the next. When we went for the mail
late In the afterncon men were gathered In
little groups all along the road. Everywhers
wit stopped soldlers gathered around our Jeep
to ask for more news and fo express thelr
regrels,

"It was a rotten shame,' they sald, “that
he couldn't have lived to see this thing
through."

Even when night came the crowd around
the studio did not disperse. They came and
went. ‘They asked questions, then siood
around to talk and smoke. There were no
raucous arguments. No loud laughter, and
there was & strange absense of profanity in
thelr conversation. They didn't seem like sol-
diers,

The pext day the chaplains told us there
had been an unprecedented attendance at re-
lgious services the night before. Mo ane knew
exactly why they went. It just seemed like
the thing to da.

So They Say

Communism makes no headway where
plenty exists. Poverty Is the open door through
which It enters.—Methodist Bishop B. Brown-
ley Oxnam of New York.

{ W, L. 7

i T T



	0001
	0002
	0003
	0004
	0005
	0006
	0007
	0008

